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Fwf.Thy Father was a Tray tor to theCrowne. 

Warw. Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crownc, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

Clifford. Whom (hould hee follow, but his naturall 
King? 

Warw. True Oxford,that’s Richard Duke of Yorke. 
Henry. And (hall I Hand,and thou fit in my Throne ? 
Yorke. It muft and (ball be fo,content thy felfe, 
Warw. Be Duke of Lancaftcr,!ec him be King. 

Wefim. He is both King,and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Lord of Wcftmerland (hall maintaine. 

Wart*. And fhall difproue it. You forget. 

That we arc thofe which chas’d you from the field. 

And flew your Fathcrs.and with Colours fpread 
Marcht through thcCitie to the Pallace Gates. 

Nor thumb X c$ IVarwtcke remember it to my griefe, 
And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 

Wefim. P lantagenct thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinfmenfand thy Friends,Ilc hauc more hues 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

C^’ff' Vrgc it no more, left that in (lead of words, 

I fend tli cc,Warwtcke, fuch a Meffenger, 

As (hall reuenge his death,before I ftirre. 

Warw. Poore Clifford , how I fcornc his worthless 
I Threats. 

‘Plant. Will you we (hew our Title to theCrowne? 
If not,our Swords (hall pleade it in the field. 

I Henry. WhatTitlehaftthouTraytortotheCrowne? 
My Father was as thou art,Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer ,Earle of March. 

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fife, 

I Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe, 

J And feiz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinces. 

Warw. Talkenotof France,fith thou haft loft it all. 
Henry. The Lord Proteftor loft it,and not I: 

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old. 

Rtch. You are old enough now. 

And yet me thinkes you loofe: 

I Father teare the Crowne from the VTurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe io,fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lou'ft and honoreft Armes, 

I Let’s fight it out,and not (land cauilling thus. 

! Richard. Sound Drummcs and Trumpets, and the 
| King will flye. 

Plant. Sonnes peace. 

Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to 
I fpeake. 

Warw. Plantagenet dial fpeake firft: Heare him Lords, 

I And be you filent and attentiue too. 

For he that interrupts him,fhall not liue. 

A/iw.Think’ft thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne, 

I Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

No:firft fhall Warre vnpeoplcthis my Realme; 

I,and their Colours often borne in France, 

I And now in EngIand,to our hearts great forrow. 

Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords t 
My Tide's good,and better farre then his. 

Warw. Proue it Henry, and thou (halt be King. 

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got theCrowne. 
Plant. ’Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Henry. I know not what to fay.my Titles weakc: 

Tell me.may not a King adopt an Heire ? 

Plant? What then i 

Henry. And if he may,then am I lawfullKing t 
I For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
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Rein’d the Crowne toMe^fhc F^T 

Whofc Heire my Father was andTamU- 
Mm. He rofc agair.ft him^being his 5 * 

And made him torefigne hisCrowncpJfo"!^ 
Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,hcdid ifvnconfl 
Thinkeyou twercpremdiciall to hisCro2>' d > 
Exet. No: for he could not fo refi ene h ^ ? 

But that the next Heire (bould fucceed anH Crovvn e, 

f*7’ Art th ° u a g ainft vs,Duke of Exete?’ 
Exet. His is the right,and therefore pardl ' 

Plant. Why whifpcryou,my Lords ilidl 

^.MyConfcence tells me he is lawfulfr" 0 ^ 
Henry. All will reuolt from me, and turr ,&• 

Northumb.PUntagenetfox all the Claymc^ 1 . 01 * 
Thinke not,that Henry (ball be fo depos'd U,a A 

Warw. Depos’d he (ball be.indefpight of di 

Northumb. Thou art deceiu’d: ^ ® fa * 

Tis not tny Southerne power 
Of E(rex,Noifolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent 

Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and , 
Can fet the Duke vp in d?fpightof me. ^ 

Clifford. King Henry,be thy Title right nr. 

Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence • ° ng ’ 
May that ground gape,and fwallow me aline 
Where I (hall kneelc to him that flew mv Father 
Henry. Oh Clifford, .how thy words reuiue Ifc, 
T/4W. Henry of Lancaftcr.refignc thy Crowle- 
What mutter you,or what confpire you Lords ? 

Warw. Doe right vino this Princely DukeofY^t 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men C> 

And ouer the Chayre of State, where now he fi ts 

Write vp his Title with vfurping blood. 

Heffampes with hie foot, and the Souldm 
Jbcw themfehics. 

Henry My Lord of Warwick,!,care but onevyord 
Let me for this my life time reigne as King, 

Plant. Confirme the Crownc to me and to inincHcires 
And thou (halt reigne in quiet while thou liu’fl. ‘ 
Henry. ] am content: Richard Plantaaenet 
Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. * 

Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince,your 
Sonne? '> 

Warw. What good is this to England.and himfelfe? 
iVejtm . Bale,fearefull,and defpayring Henry. 
Clifford. How haft thou injur’d both thy felfeandvs? 
Weftm. I cannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 
"Northumb. Nor I. 

Clifford- Come Coufin, let vs tell the Queene theft 
lSJcwcs* 

U^efim. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides. 

Northumb.be thou a prey vnto the Houfe ofTV^, 
And dye in Bands.for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff". Tn drcadfull Warre may’ftthou beouercome, 
Or liue in peace abandon’d and defpis’d. 

IFarw. Turne this way Henry, and regard them not. 
Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not 
yceld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter. 

Warw. Why fliould you figh.my Lord { 

Henry. Not for my felfe Lord Wanvicf, but my Sonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally (hall dif-inherite. 

But be it as it may: I here entayle 

The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for cuer, 

Conditionally, that hecrc thou take an Oath, 

To ceafe this Ciuill Warre: and whiPft I liue, 

To 
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-' u. n ortncVs7hyKi°g, aild Soueraigne: 

T^ 00 .herbvTreafon norHoftilicie:, 
fjS to put me downe.and reigne thy felfe. 

To 1 , Thu Oath I willingly take,and will performe. 
Long liue King Henry ; Plant agenet embrace 

^ifeory Aud long liue thou, and thefe thy forward 

S ol,0 . e *‘ f jq oW Yorkf and Lancafier are reconcil'd. 
i t * Accurft be he that feckes to make them foes. 

^ Xt ’ St net. Here they come downe. 

pleat. Farewell my gracious Lord,Ilc to my Caftle. 
Mr*. Aud lie keepc London with my Souldicrs. 
,,c *^ n d I to Norfolkc with my follower. 

/[hunt. And I vnto the Sea,from whence I came. 

Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. 

Enter the ffucene. 

£veter. Heere comes the Qucene, 

Whole Lookes bewray her anger: 

Hellealeaway. 

Henry. Sxeterl o willl. 

Oueene. Nay,goe not from me,I will follow thee. 
fjenry. Be patient gentle Qiiccne, and I will ftay. 
Queyne. Who can be patient in fuch extreames i 
Ah wretched man,would I had dy’de a Maid i 
And neuer feene thee,neuer borne thee Sonne, 

Seeing thou haft prou’d fo vnnaturall a Father. 
Hathhedeferu’d to loofe his Birth-right thus ? 

Hadft thou but Iou’d him haife fo well as I, 

Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 

Ornourifht him,as I did with my blood ; 

Thou would’ft hauc left thy deareft heart-blood there. 
Rather then hauc made that fauage Duke thine Heire, 

And disinherited thine onely Sonne. T 

Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inherite me: 

If you be King,why (bould not I fucceede ? 

Henry. Pardon me Margaret,pardon me fweet Sonne, 
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enfore’e me. 

Qhcc. Enforc’t thee?Art thou King,and wilt be forc’t? 
ifliame to heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, 

Thou haft vndone thy lelfe,thy Sonne,and me. 

And giu’n vnto the Houfe of Yorke fuch head, 

At thou (bait reigne but by their fuffcrance. 

Tocncaylc him aud his Heires vnto the Crovvne, 

What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher, 

And creepe into it farre before thy time ? 
lf<!nwr)^isChancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 

Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 

The Duke is made Prctetftor of the Realme, 

And yet (halt thou be fafe? Such fafcticfindcs 
The trembling Lambc.inuironned with Wolucs. 
ladlbeene there,whieh am a filly Woman, 

TheSouldiets (bould hauc tofs’d me on their Pikes, 

Before I would haue granted to that A6h 
Jut thou preferr’ft thy Life,before thine Honor. 

And feeing thou do’ft,I here diuorce my felfe, 
doth from thy Table Henry ,and thy Bed, 

/mill that Aft of Parliament be repeal’d. 

Whereby my Sonne is dif-inherited. 
heNortherne Lords,that haue forfworne thy Colours, 
Will follow mine.if once they fee them fpread: 

And fpread they (ball bc,to thy foule difgtace, 

Aud vtter ruine of the Houfe of Yorke. 

^ hus doe I leaue thee: Come Sonne, let’s away, 

Our Army is ready; come,wee’le after them. 


Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me fpeake. 

gtteene- Thou haft fpokc too much already: get thee 
gone. 

Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward, thou wilt ftay me ? 

Quecne. I,to be murther’d by hiiEnemies. 

Prince. When I returne with viftorie to the field, 
lie fee your Grace: till then,He follow her. 

Queene. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 

Henry . Poore Queene, 

How Ioue to me, and to her Sonne, 

Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage. 

Reucng’d may (be be on that hatefull Duke, 

Wfiofc haughtie fpirit,winged with defire. 

Will coft my Crowne,and like an emptie Eagle, 

Tyre on the flefti of me,and of my Sonne. 

The lofle of thofe three Lords torments my heart: 

He write vnto them, and entreat them faire j 
Come Coufin,you (hall be the Meffenger. 

Exet. And I,I hope,(ball reconcile them all. Exit. 

Flouri/h, Enter Richard , Edward, and 
cJM ountague. 

Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeft, giue mce 
leaue. 

Edward. No,I can better play the Orator. 

Mount. But I haue reafons (bong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke. 

Yorke. Why how now Sonnes.and Brother, at a ftrife ? 
What is your Qimrell ? how began it firft? 

Edward. No Qiiarrell,but a (light Contention. 

Yorke. About wliat i 

Rtch. About that which concernes your Grace and vs. 
The Crowne of England,Father,which is yours. 

Yorke. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Richard. Your Right depends not on his lifc t or death. 

Edward.Novi you are Heire,therefore enioy it now: 
By giuing the Houfe of Lancafier leaue to breathe. 

It will out-runneyou,Father,in the end. 

Yorke. I tooke an Oath, that hee (bould quietly 
reigne. 

Edward. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake a thotifand Oathes,to reigne one yeere. 

Richard. No: God forbid your Graccfhould be for- 
fwornc. 

Yorke. I (hall be,if I clayme by open Warre. 

Richard. lie proue the contrary, if you’le heare mee 
fpeake. 

Yorke. Thou canft not,Sonnc: it is impoftible. 

Richard. An Oath is of no moment,being not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate, 

That hath authorise ouer him that fweares 
Henry had none,but did vfurpe the place. 

Then feeing ’twas he that made you to depofe. 

Your Oath,my Lord, is vaine and friuolous. 

Therefore to Armes: and Father doe but thinke. 

How fweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne, 

Within whofe Circuit is Elt^ium, 

And all that Poets faine of Bliffc and Ioy. 

Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, 

Vntill the White Rofc that I weare, be dy’de 
Euen in the luke-warme blood of Henries hearty 

Yorke, Richard ynough: I will be King,or dye» 
Brother,thou (bait to London prefently. 

And whet on Warwick^ to this Enterprise* 

Thou 















































































